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HONORING OUR QUAKER ELDERS, 


EDITORIAL 
CARING FOR THE EARTH 


Six I became editor of Friends Bulletin ten years ago, two former editors of 
this magazine have passed away—Shirley Ruth and Bob Schutz. These two 
Friends helped to transform Friends Bulletin during the 1970s and 1980s. Bob's 
tenure was short, but dramatic: his feisty, controversial approach kept Friends 
wondering, “What is he up to now?” Shirley’s editorship extended to thirteen 
years: her approach was less confrontational, but equally engaging. Bob and Shirley 
both shared a deep concern for the environment that helped to launch Pacific 
Yearly Meeting’s Friends Committee in Unity with Nature and a magazine called 
EarthLight. 

It therefore seems appropriate to honor Shirley Ruth at the same time that 
we announce plans for a new book project, an anthology of writings about ecology 
and spirituality from EarthLight magazine and Quaker sources (see p. 19). 

Bob Schutz describes how this magazine and Friends’ concern for the 
environment were launched in the Western USA: 


Shirley Ruth [then editor of FB] heard Marshall [Massey] 
speak...in... Denver, and printed his remarks [FB April-July 
1984]....[The] Clerks of Pacific Yearly Meeting. 1ssueqqam 
unprecedented invitation to him to speak in 1985. | Pacific Yearly Meeting 
had never invited a plenary speaker before, and has not had one since.—Ed. | 
The result...was that... sat up long past midnight the night of the speech, 
and composed the charter for the Pacific Yearly Meeting Committee on 
Unity with Nature, which was heard in Plenary session the next day and 
adopted by the Yearly Meeting.... 

The [Unity with Nature] Committee...started a newsletter called 
Unity with Nature |which later evolved into BeFriending Creation], and a 
magazine now widely and favorably known as EarthLight. (A Western 
Quaker Reader, p. 239). 


Moving beyond its Quaker origins, EarthLight became a pioneer in the 
spiritual ecology movement and has published articles by some of the outstanding 
writers in this field—Matthew Fox, Thomas Berry, Brian Swimme, Jim Corbett, 
et al. You'll be hearing more about this book project in the next issue of Friends 
Bulletin, which will also feature BeFriending Creation as an insert. 

Over the next year or so Friends Bulletin plans to pay special attention to 
environmental concerns. As Joe Morris reminds us in his report, many California 
Meetings, including Berkeley, Stawberry Creek, Santa Monica, Chico, Orange 
Grove, and Visalia, have been focusing on the environment. Chico Meeting even 
encourages Friends to compensate for their consumption of gasoline by paying a 
“dime a gallon” into an environmental fund. Strawberry Creek Meeting adopted 
a minute urging Pacific YM to “testify unambiguously” on this issue and will 
press for further action at the annual meeting this July (see p. 17). 

This issue also honors some of the elders in our community. Most of the 
writers in this issue are over 70, some are in their 90s, and all have valuable things 
to say. We are grateful for the presence of elders in our midst, even if (as Bob 
Schutz points out) they are occasionally “disagreeable and frumptious.” But then 


again, who among us isn’t? 
D\ ate M aA Ce 
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SHIRLEY RuTH PARKS TWEED 
passed away peacefully on January 27th, 


2006, 1n Grass Valley, CA, at the age of 


78, due to complications from a stroke she 
had suffered in October of 2005 (see p. 20). 
The longest serving editor of Friends 
Bulletin (1978-91), Shirley significantly 
improved the scope and quality of the 
magazine. She was the first editor to 
computerize production of the magazine. 
She was also the first to use photographs 
extensively, some of which are quite 
striking. She also introduced regular 
editorials, many of which are beautifully 
written essays full of spiritual insight. 

Editor, social worker, peace activist, 
teacher, educator, and mother, Shirley was 
above all a spiritual seeker and explorer, 
as her writings testify. 


3 “Communion with God” 


by Shirley Ruth Tweed Park 


4 “Listening to Your Own 
Music” by Shirley Ruth 
‘Tweed Park 


16 “Poems and Reflections” by 
Shirley Ruth Tweed Park 


17 “Remembering Shirley 
Ruth” by Jeanne Lohmann 


8 “Remembering Shirley Ruth “ 
and “Their Quietness” 
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“COMMUNION WITH GObD....” 


BY SHIRLEY RUTH PARKS TWEED 
GRASS VALLEY (CA) MEETING 


e are called together in our 
Yearly Meetings, as Ellie 
Foster reminds us, to pray. This prayer 
arises out of living silence which is 
eloquent, without need of speech. 
Each person present in the Meeting 
for Worship participates in a unique 
spiritual event—a group responsive- 
ness to the Holy. 
I have asked myself why I attend 
Meeting for Worship. These are some 


of the answers which surfaced: 


Reprinted from Friends Bulletin, July 
1982. 


(Poem) by Phyllis Hoge 


9 “How to Treat the Elderly” 
by Bob Schutz 


10 “Dancing in the Kitchen”: 
Excerpts from Jeanne 


Lohmann’s latest book 


11 “Wisdom of Quaker Elders: 
Richard Derby...” 


“AFSC Service Project 
Among the Seri Indians” by 
Iris Edinger 


12 


Readers Forum 


I come to Meeting for Worship to 
attend to that Presence which is always 
present but before which I am not 
always alert and listening. 

I come to be disarmed by truth, a 
process in which I am helped to discern 
what I have hidden from myself in 
overlays of activity. 

I come to quietness to remember 
who I am and to what I belong, and to 
utter, “O Thou!” 

I come to the ministry of silence 
and caring to experience whatever 
needs to happen not only for me but 
for each person heart-led there. 


15 “On the Risks of 


Witnessing for Peace” 
by Ross Flanagan 

16 Grass Valley Minute on 
egal Surveillance... 

17 “Sharing My Life...” by 
Robert Murphy 

18 Friendly News 

20 Memorial Minutes 

22 Calendar Items and 


Classifieds 


I come not knowing what will be 
asked of me or given, trusting that 
process and that Power which directs. 

When a message is spoken, I use 
what I can of it as a way into deeper 
meditation. As images and voices arise 
in me and connections occur between 
the message and my own experience, or 
as | ask myself the appropriate questions 
and listen to the stirrings of answers, a 
new constellation of insights may occur. 
Is it clearly a message to share with this 
meeting, aligned to its unfolding unity? 

I wait to feel assurances, those 
physical imperatives: a quickened heart 
beat, my body shaken as a reed before 
the wind. Here | intuit a necessity to 


rise and speak as I would feel compelled 
to sing in a chorus, play as a musician 
in an orchestra alert to the conductor’s 
beat, or stroke paint on a mural 
completing a visual image under the 
direction of a master artist. Iam neither 
master, nor conductor, nor a solo voice. 
I am one among many whose hearts 
speak in silence, or briefly in words, that 
strength found in obedience, that 
freedom found in forgiveness, that joy 
found in service to love. 

But the experience of worship and 
speaking out of worship is not confined 
to my limited capacity for description. 
It is its own spiritual adventure, each 
time arising from a quickened place in 


us. It is the soul’s speech and, for me, 
emerges often in the company of tears, 
for I am deeply affected by encounters 
with truth assurances of 
unconditional love. The vocal ministry 
of others is often soul’s nurture recalling 
me to a place of knowing, or searching 
me, or pointing to a better way perhaps 
abandoned or never tried. 

A worshipful community is a 
healing community in which we reveal 
ourselves without fear, trusting our 
vulnerability to that Spirit which alone 
knows our hearts. There is the dialogue 
of soul with Spirit and the sharing of 
that with each other. In these ways we 
lift each other up tenderly. O 


and 


LISTENING TO YOUR OWN MUSIC 


[ The following essay is the introduction 
to a collection of poems by Shirley Ruth 
called River Rumors: Regional Writings 
from the Gold Country, which will be 
published posthumously this spring. Those 
who would like a copy should contact Shir- 
ley’s son Tom Tweed at ttweed@san.rr.com 
or 858-454-5446—Editor. | 


\VaWes have writers in common? A 
living relationship with words? 
Curiosity as a lifelong obsession? 


Happy childhoods? Miserable 


childhoods? Striving for greater 
consciousness? ‘Lhe hearts of 
cosmonauts? 


At least one person who told stories 
and sang songs, who drilled little holes 
in the dikes of imagination and invited 
us to peep? An early acquaintance with 
the Holy and a determination to become 
it? Living into the Earth, feeling the 
hearts of rocks held in the hand? Some 
of the above? All of the above? 

On July 13, 1969, at 3:00 a.m. 
Shirley pushed the call button to 
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BY SHIRLEY RUTH PARKS I WEED 
GRASS VALLEY (CA) MEETING 


summon the night nurse at the Boston 
University Medical Center. “Mary, do 
you hear music? Listen!” “No,” she 
replied, “What are you hearing?” 

“Tt’s a non-western tonal scale like 
deep booming bells, like no music I’ve 
ever heard though I was trained as a 
musician. Are you sure no one is playing 
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a tape or a radio?” “All the patients are 
sleeping. I just made my rounds.” 
Mary, who I later learned was 
psychic, opened the door to leave: 
“Don’t be afraid to listen to your own 
music,” she advised. And that is what I 
have done since childhood. Listening 
to my own music orchestrated my life 
and this book. Lest there be some 
misunderstanding about this, let me 
confess that I was sometimes ruthless, 
as only the young can be, in my 
independence and determination to 
follow my own visions. I felt it was 
demanded of me to be faithful though 
it meant, often, clashes with my mother 
who informed me that I knew better 
than to become a Roman Catholic. 
After all, hadn’t I memorized the 
Lutheran catechism and knew better? 
My unfeeling reply at eighteen silenced 
her: “Mother, do you believe only 
Lutherans will be in Heaven?” My 
father found it easier to accept my 
intuitions and leadings. My sisters, 
Donna and Jeanne, wisely kept silence 
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during these storms and remained my 
friends for life. I began to appreciate 
my mother for the roles she played in 
my life as she continued to love me, my 
children, my interracial grandchildren. 
She was given to me to push against so 
that I might venture out to the real 
world and find my own ground on 
which to grow. 

For me, books were the secret 
worlds in which I lived the dramas 
of thousands of lives, increasing my 
awareness of the complexities of 
human relationships, the con- 
tinuity of histories, the universal 
longings for transcendence. 

My childhood was one of safe 
boundaries within my family, 
church and schools. It was both 
happy and unhappy as only a child 
of imagination responded to daily 
encounters. The greatest gift given 
me was the unconditional love of 
my parents which continues even 
beyond their deaths. 

A spirit of adventure carries 
the writer like an eagle’s implacable 
grip on its prey up and over 
mountains of strangeness to fab- 
ulous and sometimes frightening 
lands. “Do not be afraid. Only 
have faith.” 

Our gentle, humorous dad was our 
first storyteller and singer of songs. If 
he hadn't studied dentistry, would he 
have become a lyricist? We clamored 
at bedtimes to hear stories from his 
childhood: “Tell us how you shared your 
first ice cream cone with your three 
brothers and sister!” “And how you 
caught fish for the family using your 
mom’s wash tub as a boat!” 

Not only did Dad Parks write 
songs and stories, he found a storyteller 
who lived near the library, a statuesque 
darkhaired woman who dressed like a 
gypsy and mesmerized us with 
European tales. Each week Dad filled 
the Pontiac with kids from the neigh- 
borhood and off we went to the story- 
tellers house. Second stop: the library 
and reading through the shelves starting 
with the Mother Westwind stories. Third 
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stop: the ice cream shop for cones 
dipped in chocolate. 

I began to write stories in Miss 
Butler’s third grade class in which we 
studied Mexican culture. The hero and 
heroine were a little girl and boy who 
lived in a pueblo and rode a donkey as 
they looked for firewood. It was not at 


Shirley with great granddaughter Amanda Brown 


all original but derived from one of our 
texts. In fourth grade I wrote my first 
book report on Wind in the Willows and 
read it aloud to the class with great 
enthusiasm. Then I began to record the 
events of my life and wrote poetry as a 
response to them. My mother was very 
proud of these fragments of the 
imagination and read them to anyone 
who would listen. 

It was not until my divorce at forty, 
my participation in a woman’s 
consciousness-raising group in San 
Diego, followed by my teaching writing 
at John Woolman School as | commuted 
for four years on weekends to write with 
professional teachers, Diane Di Prima, 
Barbara Gravelle, and Phyllis Hoge 
Thompson, that I could say aloud, 1 AM 
A WRITER, A POET! I read in public 
poetry readings both in the [San 
Francisco] Bay area and in Nevada City. 


I began a book, wrote plays, researched 
the lives of Quaker women, and decided 
to leave teaching in 1976 to finish the 
book. After my move to Russian Hill 
in San Francisco’s North Beach, I was 
invited to become a member of a writers’ 
group in which my friend Jeanne 
Lohmann had been active. I caught the 
seriousness and passion of these 
women. As my editing, publishing 
and journalistic career expanded for 
thirteen years with the Friends 
Bulletin, along with complex family 
responsibilities, my participation 
with Jeanne’s group became less 
frequent. 

The universe of rituals and 
myths, the long spiritual legacies to 
which we are heirs in the creative 
kingdom, the Earth and the 
heavens, our secret leapings toward 
transcendence are gifts provided by 
a grace beyond imagining. 

Writers were our first healers 
and shamans, priests 
priestesses, explorers and sky- 
walkers. The so-called inanimate 
world has, as both Buddhism and 
Christianity teach, a consciousness, 
even in rocks: 


and 


From the Nirvana Sutra: Every 
sentient being has Buddha-nature. 


The expression “every sentient 
being” means all existence. Not 
alone human beings, but animals, 
even plants, are sentient beings. 


Meister Eckhart. Even stones have 
a love, a love that seeks the 
ground. 


Isaiah 55:12: For ye shall go out 
with joy, and be led forth with 
peace. The mountains and the hills 
shall break forth before you into 
singing, and all the trees of the field 
shall clap their hands. 


In a poll of writers one would find 
much variance, each life unique, but 
there would be convergences, states in 
which we would express mutual joy. So 
it has been with this writer and is. 0 


POEMS AND REFLECTIONS | 


BY SHIRLEY RUTH IT WEED 


Coming to Truth 


Today I pull the earth over my head 
to slumber 

like a small brown bear nuzzling its 
mother. 


These pearlized winter days require 
nothing. 
Fire and thunder hide the sun. 


Wind over water, invisible broom. 
They tell me how unnecessary lam. 


for Gy Pappenheim, longtime friend 
and quiet supporter of the Dharma. 


JOURNAL 


In mid-winter 


fragrance of fresh lime juice on my 
fingers... 


T rub it in. 


My hands blossom 


a lime tree bower. 
Bees come to my white cloud flowers. 


Green fruit will follow. 


March 23, 2003: 
Learning from Blackbirds 


Sitting on my front porch bundled up 
against the chill of March winds 
following rains, 

I observe two crows flying between 


tall Digger Pines swaying like dancers 


6 


east of the meadow. 

I listen carefully to their blackbird 
voices and discover that they do not 
begin their cry, 

as often described, with a hard c: 


Caw! Caw! Instead they ring out: 
Awe! Awe! 


Why have I never paid attention to 
their language before? Indeed—Awe! 
Awe! 


for Mary Lou and Ernie Goertzen, 
artists and friends 


January 12, 2001: 

A Poem is a Happy Thing, 
Full of Resurrections. 
February 19, 2001: 


lam not preoccupied with death. 
Death is preoccupied with me. 


“This is not what I expected,” 
Sarah’s last words. 
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Are they also the opening line of her 
next novel? 

It has been nine months since she 
quietly left us— 

the period for gestation. Has she 
arrived again, beautiful infant 

alive in her new mother’s arms? 


This grief, this stunned space is 
not what I expected. 


On the radio this week a review of a 
book Last Words. 

What’s on our minds as we are eased 
into the incorporeal? 

Someone was curious and asked. 


This life this death 
this emptiness holding everything— 
can anyone sum it up? 


Who has found meanings? 


There are clues in silence 

though we don't comprehend silence; 
we know so little of it. 

This is a distracting universe. 

To quiet the body/mind, a lifetime’s 
endeavor. 


To sit in silence is to discover we are 
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alone with Big Mind, our little minds 
and all the useless facts we've learned. 
Big Mind is also Big Heart: 

it points to a Way, to many Ways, 

to teachers and to a city of temples 
and a garden which is really a river 
and on it a Rock Boat, the raft that 
carries us to another shore. 


Row, row, row your boat 
gently down the stream. 


Merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily 
life 1s but a dream. 


This nursery rhyme was sung to me 
by the Abbot of Daisen-in Temple, 
Kyoto, 1986, as he pointed to the 
Rock Boat in the monochrome garden 
with pebbles raked in the shape of a 


stream. 


This song from my childhood sung by 


generations before me, translated into 
many languages is really a Zen Koan. 
The Rock Boat is the symbol for 


meditation.... 


[From Shirley Ruth’ book River Rumors: 
Regional Writings from the Gold 
Country. 70 order a copy contact Shirley’s 
son Tom Tweed at ttweed@san.rr.com or 
858-454-5446. | 


REMEMBERING SHIRLEY RUTH 


The following 1s a letter which Jeanne 
Lohmann wrote to Shirley Ruth’s 
‘families’ and which she ts willing to share 
with Friends: 


gathered myself together, lit a candle 

for Shirley, placed a couple of good 
photos of her on my fridge gallery, and 
turned to the folder of poems kept over 
the years of our friendship. Some are 
copies ready for the new book; I’m most 
grateful that you and John Richards are 
working to bring her collection into a 
book we can hold in our hands, 
particularly the work which gives back 
to us the grace and wisdom from her 
last years of living in a place she loved— 
and where you enabled her to be. As I 
approach my 83" birthday, and given my 
own health challenges, her strong voice 
is a gift and guide, a steady loving 
presence. 

And I’m also—how could I not?— 
remembering some of the ways in which 
our lives moved and grew together. As 
you know, she lived with us off and on 
during Hank’s dying years, and hers was 
the “light touch” on my shoulder, 
waking me the morning he died. Her 
presence in our house was a blessing; 
she organized meals and transportation, 
stayed with him when I needed to get 
away for visits to my mother and on 
other occasions. 
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BY JEANNE LOHMANN 


OLYMPIA (WA) MEETING 


Always she sent lovely gifts— 
thoughtfully chosen books, two glasses 
etched with bicycles, beautiful pottery, 
a Hmong vest I still wear. These are 
only a few of many reminding “things.” 

We exchanged poems, traveled 
together, worked on Friends Bulletin 
for years, commiserated about Quaker 
problems, rejoiced over our families’ 
good fortunes and wept our sorrows. 
In the background, the mysteries of 
living in this strange and beautiful 
world. 

I will miss her lilting voice over 
the phone, “This is Shirley....” I will 
miss her elegant hand-written letters 
and the care she gave to them—the 
way she celebrated special occasions. 

More I can’t say right now, except 
to send my love to each and all of you 
as you go about the necessary tasks 
the time requires. May you find her 
presence with you as you do what’s 
necessary. And I repeat her words 
from poems that sing to me her 
comfort and joy. 


We are better acquainted with 
mysteries than we know... 


(“The Great Tenderness”) 


My life is so wondrous 
I cannot shut my eyes 
to miss a moment of it 


I am bowing to life, to changes, 
to lessons I am still learning, 

I am bowing to my children, 
my grandchildren, my friends who 
honor me by caring for me. 


I am undone by so much 
kindness... 


(1/01/2001) 


I come to the closing years of 
my life (opening toward galaxies) 
carrying one thing only 
—a grateful heart... 


All my life I have been practicing 
exits 

All my life I have been leaning on 
GTS Ges 


(“Words on Going to Sleep”) 


I rejoice that I have her poems— 
“Passport,” “Calling Down Rad- 
iance,” and many others... poems for 
the white mare and the river, Sierra 
storms. 

Well, this is very long, as I write 
my heart to you, and I trust you to 
share as you will. I bow to Shirley’s 
life, and to her years of service and 
searching... I am thinking of you, all. 


Affectionately, 


Jeanne Lohmann 


REMEMBERING SHIRLEY RUTH 


BY PHYLLIS HOGE (THOMPSON) 


y as I may, I can’t remember for 

sure when I met Shirley Ruth. I 
suspect it was during the unhappy 
semester I was teaching at San Francisco 
State. I think she somehow found out I 
was a Quaker and, expecting a friend, 
asked me to talk to her about her poetry. 
She offered to pay; 1 refused. We both 
enjoyed those occasions when we 
discovered poetry and one another, but 
when I went back to the University of 
Hawaii I didn’t really expect to see her 
again. 

And I didn’, not until I had moved 
to the mainland and began going to 
IMYM, where, lo and behold, I heard 
her give the Friends Bulletin spiel and 
we recognized each other. The next 
gathering, totally without prior 
arrangement, we roomed together. That 
did it. Every time I went to San 
Francisco after that she and I met up. I 
even watched Friends Bulletin in the 
making and mailing at her place when I 
visited her there. 

To me the most memorable en- 
counter happened on my unexpected 
early return from teaching in China. My 
son, who had no telephone, got the days 
mixed up and failed to meet my plane. 
I had no place to go. Desperate, I 
thought of Shirley. The day before I 
took off for Beijing, Shirley and I had 
spent the afternoon together at the 
museum, at an exhibit of fascinating and 
“disturbing, frightening,” Shirley said, 
Mayan artifacts. When we parted she 
handed me a gift, a rust colored figured 
cotton blouse, still my favorite. When I 
telephoned, Shirley said, “Oh, how 
lucky. I was just going out. I need to pick 
up my granddaughter, then Pll be right 
down.” 

I cannot express my relief, my 
gratitude, my happiness. How welcom- 


8 


ALBUQUERQUE (NM) MEETING 


ing she was, how generous, cheerful, 
hospitable. I stayed with her that night 
and the next day, until I was able to reach 
my daughter and ultimately my son. 

A true friend, an intimate one. She 
talked to me about how she and her 
former husband had recently come to 
good terms. She talked to me about her 
annoyance and frustration at some of the 
things that were happening in her 
meeting. “So I’ve stopped going for 
now. I can always go back if it gets 
better.” She talked to me about Friends 
Bulletin. She persuaded me to become 
the IMYM correspondent. (It wasn’t 
hard.) She talked to me about poetry. 
Always poetry. 

The last time I saw her we went to 
an outdoor performance of Shakespeare. 
I can see her hunched intensely over the 


steering wheel, talking. I can see her 
walking among the surrounding 
woodland trees, intensely talking, 
planning to meet again, “next time, next 
summer.” I’ve forgotten the play. I 


remember Shirley Ruth. O 


PHYLLIS HOGE 
[THompson], 
author of numer- 
ous books of poet- 
ry, has served. for 
six years on the 
Board of Friends 
Bulletin. As she leaves us for other Quaker 
service, she will be deeply missed. She has 
given us many precious gifts—humor, 
insight and love of language. But the most 
precious gift of all has been her deep 
friendship. 


THEIR QUIETNESS 


as if they were waiting, 
present to me, inclined. 

They are. 

They do not offer their being. 
They do not ask anything. 


They are familiar to my touch, 


I do not regard them. 


because of how they live. 


The quietness of things that do not move of themselves... 
quilt, paper, doorknob, waterglass... 
draws my thoughts to them. It is 


when I lift my grandmother's silver hairbrush 
or pull the lamp chain or hang towels on the rack, 


I would like to carry them with me 

to wherever heaven there may be, 

not out of greed or pride or ownership, 
only because of their quiet attendance... 


from Shimmer of the Possible (2005) by Phyllis Hoge Thompson 
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HOW TO TREAT 
THE ELDERLY 


TIPS FROM BoB SCHUTZ 
FORMER EDITOR OF FRIENDS BULLETIN 


would like to suggest that Meetings not make a big thing 

of “diminishments.” Of course, these exist, and are present 
in the minds and activities of the elderly, and they have to be 
taken care of as well as Meeting members can. But “recogniz- 
ing” and “honoring” them is for the birds. 

Instead of making them obvious by frequent reference, 
just relegate them to what has to be done, like chores. 

I would recommend that the whole attitude towards the 
elderly be revampled, in the following ways: 

Make it an achievement to get old. It is. Mention it. Re- 
ward that achievement by honoring the old person for what- 
ever he/she does, even if it is a little foolish or rambling. Give 
special privileges, like never having to do clean-up or kitchen 
chores, not having to bring food to potlucks (you're a guest 
from now on), not having to participate in work days, except 
as consultants, if they wish. 

Ask for their advice first on important matters, list their 
names as emeritus clerks, newsletter editors and other things 
they've done. Celebrate their 85th birthdays with parties and 
hoopla. You can think of more. 

The whole attitude should be grateful and celebration. 
“You're here. We're mighty glad to have you around.” (Even if 


they are disagreeable and frumptious.) 


en Ul 


“Building the Western Quaker _ te January 2002 _ 
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Robert Schutz 


Let the elderly know 
“we're mighty glad to have you around” 
(even if they are disagreeable and 
frumptious). 


The above piece was submitted by Bob’s wife Marie Schutz. Bob wrote it in 2000, the year that he turned 85, after discussion/ 
complaint about not “recognizing” and “honoring” the “ancient ones among us.” 


The true story of Western 


Western falvss unprogrammed Quakers... 
Quaker & 7 in their own words 


| Reader 


wash a A Western Quaker Reader, Writings by and about Independent Quakers in the 
ak vec : Western United States. FB Publications, 2000. First historical work about Western 
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Quakerism written from the viewpoint of Independent Friends, provides vivid, first- 
person testimonies by Friends involved in the “reinvention” of Quakerism in the 
Western USA from the 1930s to the present. 354 pp. paper. $19.95 (incl. postage & 
handling). To order, send check made out to “Friends Bulletin” to: Friends Bulletin, 
3223 Danaha St , Torrance CA 90505. 


“DANCING IN THE KITCHEN” 


EXCERPTS FROM JEANNE LOHMANN’S LATEST BOOK 


In 1989, poet Jeanne Lohmann published Gathering a Life: A Journal of Recov- 
ery, a “brave and generous” collection of short prose pieces about her husbana’s death 
from cancer. In Dancing in the Kitchen, Jeanne returns once again to prose. In this 
collection, she explores the “mystery of suffering that opens or hardens the heart.” 


“For years I could not find a way to say much of what 1s here,” writes Jeanne. 
“Sometimes in extremis, past visible strength, we are enabled to care for one another. 
Our difficult attention may become a kind of holy courtesy that changes the ordinary 


life into extrordinary community. ‘a 


To order your copy of Jeanne’s book, contact the Fithian Press at Attp:// 
www.danielpublishing.com or phone 800-662-8351. 


STRIPPING THE TREE 


We leave a few apples. “For the 
birds,” Hank says. He’d planted 
Bellflower in our backyard one Easter 
morning more than twenty years ago. 
The skins are yellow and waxy, the flesh 
solid, good for cooking. A gardener told 
us this variety is old-fashioned, 
uncommon in San Francisco, said he'd 
seen only one other in the city. 

This autumn the apples are so 
plentiful we come with buckets, paper 
bags and boxes to gather the fruit and 
bring it in. Unable to go higher, my 
husband sits low in the crotch of the 
tree. As I pick, I move the ladder around 
the trunk, hand them to him, shift the 
containers within easy reach. We fill 
them all. The highest apples on the tree 
hang gold in the late afternoon sun, 
bright against the dark branches, the 
leaves, the blue September sky. 

“Something for the gods,” I say. 
Thanks for our married life, like apples 
firm and sweet under the skin, the 
brown seeds shining in the tough 
membranes at the core. 


PRESENT TENSE 


The phone rings, Hank’s physician 


brother-in-law calling from Florida. 
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Competent, caring, a man with a 
repertoire of dreadful jokes. This 
morning there are no stories. 

Our options were narrowing. 
Scottie agrees that another surgery 
would provide essential information. 
“Go for it,” he says. “Your research 
center in San Francisco is one of the 
world’s best.” He says the doctors might 
decide to forego more aggressive 
therapies and continue Dilantin to 
reduce seizures in the brain. 

There is a long silence. “The die is 
cast,” he says. “It’s an honor to know 
you.” 

Love, and a ‘small measure of hope. 
In the present tense. For now, enough. 


DANCING IN THE KITCHEN 


We have begun to say good bye 
To each other 

—And cannot say tt 
—George Oppen, 


from “Anniversary Poem” 


Hank is the better’ dancer. 
Confident, light on his feet. Dancing 
with him is easy, not the awkward 
adolescent embarrassment | often felt 
with other partners. 

Now he’s the awkward one, off- 


balance, coordination a problem. But 
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Dancing im 
the Kitchen 


a prose collection 


Jeanne Lohmann 


one Saturday night, with the signature 
music of “A Prairie Home Companion” 
on the radio, he holds out his arms, asks 
me to dance. Supper in the oven, we 
dance in the kitchen. 

Leaning his head to mine, he keeps 
me at a slight distance. My body aches 
to be closer, to hold him close, not to 
let him go. As we dance around the 
table, between the stove and the center 
island, I think of my friend Julie. How 
with three red satin bows from 
Christmas, she danced naked for her 
husband in the living room. Wish I 
could try that. 

Yesterday for the first time he took 
the carved ebony cane when we walked 
at dusk through the redwoods. Standing 
under the big trees and, from some place 
in his head I couldn't imagine, he turned 
into a song-and-dance man. Like the 
old-time Scotsman, Harry Lauder, he 
began to sing “Roamin’ in the 
Gloamin’,” and tried a few fancy jigtime 
steps. Caught by his happiness, 
delighted by this rakish performance, I 
clapped my hands and laughed with 
him. 

But his energy didn’t last. He 
reached for my arm, and held on all the 
way back to the house. 
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Way THROUGH THE TREES 


One of these mornings bright and fair 
gonna find my wings and cleave the air 
gonna lay down this heavy load. 

—American spiritual 


The morning he died I cut a full- 
blown rose, Double Delight, took it with 
me on the path through the redwoods. 
Like a cathedral in changing shadow 
and light, this was a special place where 
we often walked. 

During the treatment his doctors 
talked about tumor enhancement. As if 
enhancement meant he was getting 
better. Deceptive words, medical jargon, 
off-putting as the words Dr. Phillips 
used when he told me about the 
stillbirth of our first child, saying “You 
have just expelled the product of 
conception.” Distant, unbelievable 
language that still made me angry. 

But that morning of Hank’s death 


the colors of the day were enhanced— 
the redwood needles a brighter green, 
sharper, well-defined; the dusty gray 
skewers of shish kabob eucalyptus 
clearly here; the glittering grains of mica 
shining in the stones; miner’s lettuce 
holding its delicate white centers. Hank 
liked gathering the leaves for salad, 
brought them home in a plastic bag. 

The rose was heavy, a hindrance. 
Thinking of Hansel and Gretel, I 
dropped the white-and-red petals on 
the path between the trees, uphill to the 
clearing. 


CHAPEL AT LAVERNE 


Missing Hank, and weary of the 
back and forth decision-making, | 
walked to the campus chapel. Looking 
for what? Escape? Sanctuary? A place 
to be alone? This memory remembering 
the suffering weighed me down. The 
pain lasted so long, and I could do so 


little. Since his death, the dying of so 
many loved ones, the world’s agony 
pushing me to my knees. 

In the empty chapel, sunlight 
warmed the oak pews. Leaning forward, 
head in my hands, I wept—for 
everything I could do nothing about. 
For what he endured before he died. All 
that I could tell no one, details no one 
was interested in, or could hear. The 
ache of everything I couldn't swallow. 

Sunlight shifted in changing 
patterns through the stained glass 
windows. Then, from somewhere I 
heard a voice, words that were distinct 
and very clear. 


child child 

dont you 

know I can 
take care 

of all that 


I didn’t know, but I was sure of what 
I heard. O 


WISDOM OF QUAKER ELDERS: 
RICHARD DERBY AT AGE 967 


When RICHARD DERBY, a member of Or- 
ange County (CA) Meeting, renewed his 
subscription to Friends Bulletin for two 
years, he included a note with some encour- 
aging words. I replied with a thank you 
note and my Christmas letter; and he re- 
sponded with letters and observations I 
found so delightful that I read them aloud 
to my wife and now am sharing with you. 
It 1s my hope that we can all be as cheerful 
and open to life as Dick when or if we reach 
his age!—Eaditor. 


FERIA AIA AAA AA AAA AAA AAR 


Dear Anthony and Kathleen, 

Receiving your holiday letter 2005 
led me to send mine to you. Along with 
it [ll send a greeting which I received a 
year and a half ago, just because you 
seem like people who would understand 
such feelings. 
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I am reading—slowly—The Second 
Coming of Christ, the Resurrection of 
Christ Within You, a revelatory commen- 
tary on the original teachings by 
Pramahansa Yogananda in two volumes. 
It could take me two years to read! 

In recent years I have continued to 


study, learn and grow through the use 
of lectures from The Great Course avail- 
able from the Teaching Company. 

I still enjoy sports, vicariously, which 
have been a part of my life since grade 
school days. My walking is thanks to 
modern sports medicine’s being able to 
“clean up” accumulated damage to hard 
used knees. 

Above the inside of my bedroom 
door, for years, there has been a sign 
reading “Expect a Miracle.” Beginning 
with life each day, they happen continu- 
ally! 

So, I’m enjoying “old age,” unlearn- 
ing much, and discovering the “new”! 
Not to spend time discussing efforts to 
counteract actions of George Bush and 
the like. 


When I come wide awake during 


Continued on page 14 
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om November 20 to 26, 2005, I 


was fortunate enough to 
participate in an American Friends 
Service Committee/Intermountain 
Yearly Meeting project led by Mike 
Gray. We went to Desemboque de Los 
Seris, a village of about 600 people 
located on the Gulf of California, about 
two hours northwest of Hermosillo, the 
capital of the Mexican State of Sonora. 

The inhabitants of Desemboque 
are famous for their hand-made baskets 
of torote, or limber bush, which AFSC 
participants help collect in the spring, 
and for their ironwood carvings. One 
of Mike’s tasks is to take both the 
craftspeople and their work to craft fairs 
and museums in Arizona. The other 
main economic activity of the Seri is 
fishing. Using nets, the men fished for 
various types of shark and rays. There 
were also many crabs on the beach. In 
fact, our Thanksgiving dinner was 
delicious shark. 

We stayed on the beach in front of 
the home of Marisela and Fernando 
and their three children, aged four, two, 
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and one month. Angelita, Fernando’s 
mother, had owned the house, but when 
Fernando married and had children she 
followed Seri custom and moved to a 
little shack next to Armando’s more 
traditional dwelling, leaving the larger 
and more susbstantial house to her son 
and his family. Armando is Angelita’s 
brother and a master carver. The 
traditional houses were oval shaped and 
built of reeds, but Armando’s house has 
four posts with a wall of blankets on two 
sides. 

Fernando, a fisherman, went to 
work every morning at 6:30. However, 
he did not own the boat, which, unlike 
the traditional reed boats, has an engine 
and is expensive. 

The little town of Desemboque has 
a primary and secondary school and a 
clinic. However, medical personnel 
come to the clinic only twice a month, 
so if one needs care in the meantime 
one has to travel. All the classes in the 
school are taught in Spanish, and there 
is much intermarriage between the Seri 
and Mexican communities, which leads 
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to fewer and fewer people speaking the 
Seri language. That language is unique, 
its closest relative being the Kumiai of 
Baja California. There is, however, a 
school of Seri art and music, and its 
founders have taken Seri music and 
dance to various exhibitions, even as far 
as Spain. 

As of 2004 the village has 
electricity, but there is no running water. 
People buy bottled water for drinking 
and well water from a traveling tank. 
The lack of water seemed to me to be 
the most serious problem in the village. 

Both Angelita and Armando were 
born on the island of Tiburon. This 
island is a nature preserve and is 27 
miles long, 15 miles wide and has 
mountainous terrain as well as over half 
a dozen springs. It was the traditional 
home of the Seri. However, beginning 
in the early 1900s, they were forcibly 
removed by the Mexican government. 
Although the Seri regained title to this 
island it is now a nature preserve so that 
they can’t permanently live on it. 


A really exciting thing which 
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happened on our trip was meeting 
Rebecca Moser. She was a missionary 
who had lived in Desemboque for many 
years and worked on a dictionary in 
three languages, Seri, English, and 
Spanish. 

Two hundred and fifty copies were 
printed and the finished product was 
very beautiful and impressive. This 
edition was printed in Mexico, but she 
is hoping to also publish the book in 
Arizona. 

The Seri are often referred to as an 
“endangered people,” and one can only 
appreciate all that Mike Gray and the 
AFSC are doing to keep them from 
vanishing.O) 


IRIs EDINGER 15 a retired soctal studies teach- 
er and a Unitarian Universalist who hives 
in the Los Angeles area. She has been 
volunteering with the AFSC since the 
Vietnam War and has participated in many 
AFSC work/study projects. These include the 
Arizona/Mexico border, the Lakota 
reservation, Canyon de Chelly, California’ 
Central Valley, and the California/Mextco 
settlement of Maclovio Rojas. 
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Continued from page ii 


the night, I dress, “work” an hour or two, 
then go back to bed again and usually 
to sleep. Why not? An advantage of re- 
tirement. 

On the wall beyond my “work table” 
is a beautiful watercolor. I couldn't af- 
ford it, I couldn’t afford not to have it! 
Occupying much of the picture is a 
beautiful bouquet of flowers which re- 
mind me of my wife. We had fifty-seven 
years—wonderful years. Beyond the 
bouquet, distant, a range of hills—the 
horizon. Since boyhood, the horizon, 
sea or land, fascinated me. Daily I’m 
stimulated, challenged, by life’s final 
horizon. Unencumbered by body and 
preconceived ideas, I expect to find re- 
ality—whatever that might be. 


A GREETING FROM 
THE KINGDOM 
ON MY ODSTH BIRTHDAY 


My ninety-fifth birthday evening. 
On my regular evening walk, after hav- 
ing a day with more than a hundred 
birthday greetings in words, song, hand- 
clasps, kisses, and cards. Passing a porch 
containing several unknown neighbors, 
there came a young child’s excited voice, 
“Tt’s that man again, Mommy! 

Several pleasant adult greetings to 
the slow-moving, now stopped old cu- 
riosity. 

A somewhat apolegetic, pleasant 
voice of a mother, “My daughter speaks 
of you each time she sees you go by.” 

Then a quickness of flashing life, a 
brown-haired head bumping against my 
belt buckle, little arms attempting to 
encircle my unsteady old legs. I was 
hugged! 

And I went on, loved, honored, with 
the most precious greeting of all, from 


the Kingdom of Heaven. 


” 


Houipay Greetincs 2005 


“You shall love the Lord, your God, 
with all your heart, and with all your soul, 
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and with all your mind. This 1s the great 
and first commandment. And the second 
is like it. You shall love your neighbor as 


yourself.” 
“With God all things are possible. ‘ 


Often, the above quotations are in 
my mind. What I apply to myself, I 
apply also to my country, and I work 
with feeble effort to change what I see. 

This has been a good year for me, 
personally. Nearly every day, I have 
walked between three and four miles— 
rain or shine. 

Five days a week, I eat lunch with 
the senior citizens. It is very good to be 
able to mingle, and talk with people 
close to my age! 

My steps are shorter. Whatever I do, 
takes more time. I write fewer letters. 
Even reading takes longer. It takes a 
couple of hours to read what is of 
interest to me in The Los Angeles Times. 

My prayer is for Peace and 
Understanding: loving brotherhood— 
worldwide. Forgive us all! Help us to 
learn and grow! 

I wish you, your family, and your 
associates a merry, loving, and thoughtful 
Holiday Season and a productive 2006! 


READERS’ FORUM 


WHY | AM A QUAKER 


The following are responses to Joel Beans 
essay, “Why I Am a Quaker,” which was 
published in FB (March 06). If you have 
thoughts about why you are a Quaker, 
please send them to the editor at 
friendsbulletin@aol.com or 3223 Danaha 
St, Torrance, CA 90505. 


1AM A QUAKER... 


Because Mary Ellen Moore invited me 
to Sunday School when we first moved 
to Garden Grove and I was in the 6™ 
grade. (My first contact with Quakers.) 
Because even after I became a devout 
atheist, I wanted my son to have access 
to religion as a cultural heritage but I 
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couldn't stand going to any of the other 
churches around. 

Because when I finally found the local 
Friends Meeting and sat down in the 
silence I knew I had come home. (This 
is still the central reason.) 

Because even after I was no longer an 
atheist but hadn’t applied for 
membership, my young son said with 
eyes as wide as Lucy’s, “Mom, we should 
join. They give you a party!” (A little 
child shall lead them.) 

Because how could I not be a Friend? 
It’s become who I am. 

— Jeannie Graves 


| AM A QUAKER BECAUSE... 


I love God. 

I believe that there is that of God in 
everyone. 

I want to live in close relationship with 
God and seeking God’s will. 

I love the notion that all action be 
grounded in and come out of worship. 
Faith and practice should always go 
together. 

I want to be a part of a religious society 
of friends. 

I cherish the openess behind “What 
canst thou say’—and the responsibility 
and active spiritual practice that comes 
with it. 

Quakerism is a good expression of my 
favorite Martin Luther quote: “Don't let 
yourself be told what to believe, but do 
let yourself be asked what you believe.” 
I believe in continuous revelation. 

I like its roots in Christianity. 

I believe the Bible is not holy in and of 
itself, but it can lead to the Holy 
particularly well. 

When a Jewish friend wrote that 
Quakerism helped her to reconnect to 
her Jewish tradition, I was very happy 
for her and glad about Quaker ways. 

I feel a deep joy and awe when a meeting 
is gathered. 

I enjoy it so much when successive 
spoken ministries during Meeting for 
Worship expand on a topic. It is like a 
work of art, only more. 

Quaker desicion-making teaches me for 


FRIENDS BULLETIN 


the real life, such as patience, listening, 
letting go, trusting. 

I love the diversity in faith. 

The practice in Worship Sharing is so 
sensitive and also so healthily different 
from our world of arguing and sound- 
bytes. 

I love that members and attenders care 
for each other not because of what they 
are, but simply because they are. 


I want to participate in taking away the 
occasion of all war. 

I so much agree that Jesus taught that 
we ought to never take up arms, and not 
only when it is convenient. 

I love how well Quakers reflect on 
issues. 

I want to support those who are 
recovering from negative early 
experiences with faith. 


I experience Quakerism as very 
compatible with my favorite way of 
thinking theologically, 
Theology. 

Admittingly, I enjoy the good reputation 
Quakers have. 


Process 


—Jochen Strack, Orange Grove Meeting 
(Pasadena, CA), AFSC 


ON THE Risks OF WITNESSING FOR PEACE 


As I remember it, Friends 
from all along the West Coast 
were gathered in some kind of 
Representative Meeting 
called by what was then one 
Pacific Yearly Meeting. 
Among the 
considered during the sessions 
was whether or not Friends 
assembled there might 
consider it appropriate to 
express our Quaker concern 
regarding the construction of 
the first Trans-Continental Missile 
Base nearby at Lompoc, California. 

It quickly became clear that 
there was no consensus on what, if 
any, action or witness should be 
taken by Friends. 

Still, for one relatively new 
member of Berkeley (CA) Meeting 
this seemed like some great moment 
p ofetruth—givens George Fox's 
historical declaration that Friends 
“utterly oppose” all manner of war. 
Indeed, as I recall, our young Friend 
spoke quite passionately about the 
matter. 

Yet, following his remarks, after 
some appropriate silence, Hugh 
Campbell Brown, a seasoned Quaker 
physician from British Columbia, 
arose and was evidently moved to 
respond. Reminding the young 
Friend of another pronouncement of 


George Fox, Hugh recalled how 


concerns 
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BY Ross FLANAGAN 
AN ARIZONA FRIEND 


B WAKERS OPPOSE i 


ALL WAR 


“Should you, Friend Flanagan, find 
yourself so moved of Spirit to walk 
into Vandenberg Air Force Base 
with no clothes on, I doubt me if I 
will join you likewise... but I will 
walk after you and carry your 
clothes!”—Hugh Campbell Brown 


George had taken off his shoes, left 
them in a field, and walked up and 
down the village streets of Litchfield 
shouting, “Woe to the bloody city of 
Litchfield!” Hugh concluded his 
message with this memorable remark, 
“Should you, Friend Flanagan, find 
yourself so moved of Spirit to walk 
into Vandenberg Air Force Base with 
no clothes on, I doubt me if I will join 
you likewise... but I will walk after you 
and carry your clothes!” 

When Hugh Campbell Brown sat 


down, everyone, including our young 


Friend, knew we had been 
profoundly ministered to. 

All of us felt grateful and 
humbled to be reminded that, 
while Friends are united in our 
resolve to “mind the Light,” it 
remains for each of us to discern 
in what manner, and how fully 
we feel moved to answer its 
calling. 

Reflecting upon _ this 
experience | shared with Friends 
in days gone by, I now find 
myself under the weight of a concern 
that Spirit prompts me to share, 
concerning my current peace witness 
here in the Borderlands of Arizona. 

Perhaps there are relatively few of 
us who, for whatever reason, find 
ourselves worn down by the slaughter 
of innocence to the point where we 
feel like a stranger in a strange and 
estranging land. Still I’ve concluded 
that; if only to honor the prompting 
of my own inner child and a desire for 
peace of mind concerning this 
matter—I need to hear myself asking 
other Friends these days—“just how 
might our Quaker faith accept some 
responsibility for offering our 
collective support to those individual 
Friends around our country who find 
themselves be-shadowed and ‘under 
fire,’ simply for standing up for our 
Quaker Way of Life and speaking our 


truth to power?” 
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I’ve been encouraged, in my re- 
visitation of this concern, by Kathleen 
Hertzburg, who served as Chairperson 
of the Canadian Friends Service 
Committee during the Vietnam War. At 
that time many Friends anda few Yearly 
Meetings felt moved to witness their 
concern for the suffering of civilian 
victims of that war, by sending or 
bringing funds to CFSC for the trans- 
shipment of Red Cross supplies to all 
parts of Vietnam. Following a 
conversation with Kathleen by phone, 
she was kind enough to send me a tape 
of a 1970s talk I'd forgotten I made to 
Canadian Friends, on the importance 
of corporate Quaker witness for peace 
in times of human strife and war. Such 
times always challenge our Religious 
Society’s values and Way of Life. Upon 
listening to that tape again—echoing as 
it does the many challenges we Friends 
presently face, with Homeland Security 
be-shadowing our religious freedom and 
local democracy—I burst into tears! 

So, today I take solace in realizing 


that there are, of course, other Friends 
who understand that such dehuman- 
ization of our American way of life (like 
that which occurred during the Civil 
Rights Movement and Vietnam War), 
is again now challenging us to engage 
in prayerful reflection and threshing 
sessions concerning our present 
situation. 

Just how shall we, through Friends 
organizations, respond to those 
individuals and Meetings “under fire”? 
Surely, as in the days of early Friends’ 
Meetings for Suffering, there are again real 
circumstances warranting practical 
assistance which doth Friends’ groups and 
those families and individuals directly 
involved, can co-creatively address with 
love and understanding together. 

I know from my own experience, of 
more than a few occasions when 
members of our Quaker faith 
acknowledged feeling estranged and/or 
at odds with members of their families, 
and/or Meetings, by reason of their 
openings to God’s guidance or “call” to 


witness. And as one, among others, who 
was moved to respond to their 
condition, I found them to be most 
grateful to have a Friend with whom 
they could share their feelings and 
experiences. 

Finally, I would like to acknowledge 
my own personal failure over the years 
of my front-line service with Friends, 
to “live up to the light”; which was all 
too evident in my own “woundedness” 
and “wounding” of family and friends. I 
can't help but feel that a major cause of 
such hurtful behavior on my part arose 
from trying to shoulder too heavy a yoke 
in my Quaker peace work, and not 
realizing how estranged I was becoming 
from my family and my own innocence. 

Will Friends forgive those of us 
who have made such mistakes in.the 
past, and help us assure that such 
disservice to ourselves, our loved ones 
and the Religious Society of Friends, 
will not go unchallenged, uncorrected, 
nor leave any of us “marching into hell 
for a Heavenly cause”? O 


Grass VALLEY (CA) MEETING 
CHALLENGES ILLEGAL WIRETAPS 
AND AFFIRMS FREEDOM OF 
SPEECH AND ASSEMBLY 


We believe our country’s Executive 
Branch has violated the fourth 
Amendment through wiretaps not 
authorized by the Foreign Intelligence 
Surveillance Act. Furthermore, we 
believe the disclosure of a secret 
Department of Defense database 
indicates that it has exceeded the 
guidelines of 1982, limiting the extent 
to which data can be collected on US 
citizens. The Grass Valley Friends 
Meeting (Quakers) cannot let these 
violations of constitutional rights go 
unnoticed. 

On December 14, 2005, NBC 
News reported the existence of a 400- 
page secret Department of Defense 
document collected by the Pentagon’s 
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Talon Program. A portion of the 
document records a meeting, held the 
previous year, of the Truth Project at the 
Lake Worth, Florida Quaker Meeting 
House, where the group openly met to 
discuss meaningful alternatives to 
military recruitment at high schools. 
Attendees at the meeting included five 
Quakers and a 79-year-old grand- 
mother. The database listed the meeting 
as a “threat.” Additionally, nearly four 
dozen anti-war meetings, protests, and 
1500 “suspicious incidents” (such as 
leafletting and commemorating the 
second anniversary of the Iraq war) are 
included in the database. 

We, the body of the Grass Valley 
Friends Meeting, are opposed to war, 
militarism, and the illegal surveillance 
of citizens. While we are very aware of 
the dangers in the world, we long to see 
creative, non-violent solutions in 
situations of conflict. We firmly support 
our friends of the Lake Worth, Florida 


Meeting in their counter-recruitment 
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efforts in the schools. It is important to 
educate young people about available 
alternatives to war and military service, 
thereby enabling them to reach 
informed decisions. We believe this 
action is commensurate with a desire to 
eliminate the “seeds of war” in our 
society. 

The Grass Valley Friends Meeting 
affirms the rights of freedom of speech 
and peaceful assembly for all Americans 
regardless of their political persuasion 
or religious affiliation. We expect that 
our government will uphold our nation’s 
laws, and that the internal surveillance 
of peaceful, law-abiding US citizens will 
cease.— Chamba Cooke, Clerk of the Grass 
Valley Friends Meeting. 


Tf your Meeting or Worship Group has a 
minute that you would like to share with 
Friends, please send it to the editor of 
Friends Bulletin at 3223 Danaha St, 
Torrance, CA 90505, 
friendsbulletin@aol.com. 


or email: 
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SHARING MY LIFE 
AT AGE NINETY 


BY ROBERT C. MURPHY 
SHERIDAN, WY 


N the end of my life, I want to 
share it. What I particularly want 


to tell you is that goodness abounds in 
the Universe. 

In 2005-6 pure goodness may be 
hard to find. Ugliness seems to have the 
power, in the form of torture, terrorism, 
genocide, and as a vacuum of commun- 
ication between the rich and powerful 
and the poor. This ugliness sometimes 
gets me down. But I recover from de- 
pression to see, each time, that life is 
beautiful. 

I mean all life, including that of a 
twelve-year-old girl gang-raped by 
soldiers, and of the soldiers who raped 
her. We need to be familiar with all of 
life, including its cruelties and stubborn 
blindnesses that leave us gasping. When 
we close our eyes to the ugly we are also 
unaware of much of life’s beauty, for life 
is one package. 

If we are physically present with 
that child and those soldiers we will 
(hopefully) intervene regardless of the 
cost to us. But it is much more likely 
that we learn about the rape through a 
report of it. In that case we may weep 
for the child, even for her rapists, and 
then come back to our own lives. There 
are a million instances of rape, 
uprooting and division of families, 
murder of civilians, and despoiling of 
farms and forests, for each one we learn 
about. 

We have our own lives. Dedicating 
them to joy and laughter, and to a deep 
and powerful intention to live for love 
and beauty, is our work. When enough 
millions of us know this, rapes will be 
rare. Healing our world is our work. 

It is also indescribable joy. 
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My Understanding of God 


God is present in lady’s- 
slipper orchids that we find near 
the fish hatchery. I recognized 
God in a brightly patterned 
sapsucker feeding his chicks in 
a nest above the Red Grade 
Road. And in my three grown 
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Newgame 


A Quaker Elder’s 
Way to Peace 


children, my partner/wife 
Georgia Foster, in friends, and 
in me. We recognize God by a leaping 
up of heart that almost always takes us 
by surprise. God is in all of creation. We 
experience that presence in our own sure 
moments of beauty and of love. 

Those moments are known by a 
sense of fulfillment and an absence of 
desire; we want nothing more of fame, 
money, recognition, even peace, because 
we are standing in the center of peace 
and beauty. God is love so wondrously 
beautiful that we can only stand in awe 
at these moments. Yet, at the same time, 
these moments seem “normal” as if that 
is the way life is meant to be. 

I first encountered God in a dream 
when I was seven. The dream was of 
formless beauty which came over me in 
waves until I was in ecstasy. Although I 
grew up confused in a confusing family, 
there have throughout my life been 
many other moments in which I 
recognized God's certain presence. Now, 
at ninety, I anticipate dying as returning 
to God. 

Reading well-accepted theo- 
logians, I find my experience especially 
common in children, as well as in adults. 
God is recognized as love and beauty 
that leaves us almost breathless. S/he 
can be found in the sapsucker, and as 
curving over billions of light years of the 
Universe. [ Continued on p. 18| 


This essay was excerpted with the author's 
permission from End Game/New Game: 
A Quaker Elder’s Way to Peace, a recently 
published book by Robert Murphy. You can 
order 1t through The Book Shop 145 N. Main 
Street, Sheridan, WY 82801. Phone: 307- 
672-6505. E-matl: bookshop @fiberpipe.net. 

Born in 1915, Robert grew up on the 
Long Island shore when one could walk the 
southern beaches all day and never see 
another person. There he developed a deep 
love of wilderness and its conservation. His 
education at Harvard and Cornell 
Universities prepared him to be a physician, 
with further training in psychiatry at the 
Menninger Foundation. His work life was 
spent in community mental health centers, 
private practice, and a V.A. hospital. Robert 
and his family lived in Kansas, 
Pennsylvania and Washington states. He has 
published articles, poems, Pendle Hill 
Pamphlets as well as his 2006 book, 
Endgame/Newgame: A Quaker Elder’s 
Way to Peace. 

Fits concern about issues of world peace 
was heightened by the aftermath of the 
bombing of Hiroshima and Nagasaki. He 
found spiritual nurture in the Religious 
Soctety of Friends (Quakers) in the mid- 
1950s and did therapeutic work with 
Vietnam Veterans in the 1960s. 

He and his wife, Georgia Foster, 
continue to be active in both the Quaker 
community and the Unitarian Universalist 
Fellowship in Sheridan, WY, his home for 
more than 25 years. O 
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[ Continued from p. 18| 

Unfortunately, God is portrayed in 
many religions as ungenerous and as 
something other than outgiving beauty. 
We are shown an angry god, a judging 
god, or a god who permits us to be 
“justly” punished for transgressions. 
This is opposite to my experience and 
my reading. I see this god as a danger to 
us and to our planet. Never before have 
there been six (plus) billion of us using 
up Earth’s fresh water and other life 
supports. For the first time in history 
we make plans to do away (“if 
necessary’) with millions—or hundreds 
of millions—of our own species. 
Brutality to Earth and to each other has 
become daily and ordinary; the 
technological ability to kill each other 
is available everywhere, including 
nuclear explosions. 

In this fix, the God (or god) we 
worship makes a great deal of difference. 
Worshiping a god who sets us an 
example of vengefulness, we can only 
act in vengeance against each other and 
against the planet. Loving our fellow 
worshippers while rejecting the vast 
segment of humanity that worships 
differently, is a prescription for high- 


tech disaster. And if we get too busy 
with emergencies to care for our 
environment, we are poverty-stricken. 
Our world cannot afford the waste and 
cruelty of war. Nor can it breathe freely 
in our uncaring for lady’s-slippers, or 
whatever delights us in nature. We are 
in Crisis. 

I believe that only the God of love 
and beauty can save us. Worshiping that 
God, our lives will be filled with generosity, 
caring for each other (including our 
“enemies”), insight, and laughter. 

Stopping killing each other is the 
key to God’s language. We can learn to 
speak it any time we want to, simply by 
practicing nonviolence. It would be a 
gain for all life if enough of us learn to 
speak it. We already have help from 
deep-thinking theologians like 
Matthew Fox, Thich Nhat Hanh, 
Walter Wink, and scientists like 
Einstein and Fritjof Capra who find the 
divine in exploring fractions of the 
Universe. So my experiences are not 
unusual, even in their being spont- 
aneous. 

God is available from inside 
ourselves. In fact, we are each an infin- 
itesimal fragment of God, with whom 


we have a built-in avenue of 
communication. Children sometimes 
spontaneously find this connection, 
grown-ups less frequently as we discard 
child-like thinking. My first contact 
with God at age seven was the begin- 
ning of an eighty-three year relationship 
marked at times by joy and at other 
times by my betrayal of my own exper- 
ience. That experience is my only auth- 
ority: that I know, and have known, 
God. I am greatly helped in that 
knowing by reading the authors 
mentioned above and others, by ex- 
changes with friends, and by my Quaker 
Worship Group. 

I think our ability to know God is 
what separates us from other forms of life. 
We all—pigs, martens, mountain ashes— 
are gathered in God’s love. It may be that 
only humans have the ability to know it. 
That sets us apart, not in worth but as a 
species; birds have wings, fish fins, spruces 
needles, and humans knowledge of and 
contact with God. But our wings are not 
yet developed enough. We do not yet lay 
a strong claim for God as our parent. So 
we have work to do. I hope what I write 


will be that work. O 


FRIENDLY NEWS 


CALIFORNIA MONTHLY 
MEETING HAPPENINGS 


By Joe Morris 
Pacific YM Correspondent 
Santa Monica (CA) Meeting 


Is it some form of Divine ESP? 
Though the forty-some meetings in 
Pacific Yearly Meeting operate quite 
independently, they still manage to 
come up with similar concerns. The 
emerging trends of these concerns may 
forecast future paths of the Religious 
Society of Friends. 

Not surprisingly, the most common 
concern these past six months has been 
the conflict in Iraq. A growing number 
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of meetings (e.g., San Diego and Santa 
Monica) are following the precedent at 
the 2005 PYM gathering to adopt 
minutes urging the withdrawal of 
American troops from Iraq. 

And meeting activities go well 
beyond peace vigils! Honolulu Meeting 
has taken part in demonstrations at 
recruiting offices, sent members to local 
high schools to do “counter-recruiting,” 
and presented alternatives to military 
service at a career fair. Members of 
Berkeley, Sacramento, and Santa 
Monica Meetings now have regular 
monthly letter writing to Congressional 
leaders, usually on a topic espoused by 
FCNL. At Monterey Meeting, a public 
meeting for worship took place in an 
outside, downtown area to memorialize 
those killed in Iraq. Passers-by were 
welcomed by greeters, flyers, and extra 
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chairs. Sacramento Meeting adopted a 
helpful ten-point list of “guiding values” 
to focus participants in peace testimony 
activities. They include suggestions 
about being consistent with a non- 
violent resolution of conflict, 
remembering that of God in all people, 
being open for Truth in unexpected 
places, and raising consciousness. 
Clearly, the second prominent 
theme in monthly meeting newsletters 
over the last half-year expresses concern 
about the environment. In the most 
recent edition (2001) of Faith and 
Practice for Pacific YM, a new advice 
and query on “Harmony with Creation” 
appears. Strawberry Creek Meeting 
adopted a minute urging PYM to 
“testify unambiguously” on this issue 
and will press for further action at the 
annual meeting this July. Berkeley 
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Meeting warned in their minute that 
“the earth is in great danger from 
degradation, pollution, and overuse of 
its resources, and we urge Friends to 
consider ways in which a concern for 
the environment can be as deeply held 
as our traditional testimonies.” Chico 
Meeting passed a minute on a specific 
issue, “the damaging effects on the 
environment of our use of fossil fuels. 
Our responsibility for God’s creation 
and for one another calls on us to take 
steps to change our ways.” And indeed 
its members are changing their ways by 
a voluntary “Dime a Gallon” system paid 
for individual gas consumption. The 
proceeds go to environmental causes. 
To support these concerns, a 
growing roster of meetings have added 
their own “Unity with Nature” 
committees. Examples are the Meetings 
of Palo Alto, San Jose, and Visalia. 


Discussions on such topics as 


sustainability, eco-spirituality (at 
Sacramento Meeting), and kinship with 
animals (Orange Grove Meeting) are 
becoming more frequent. The Peace and 
Social Action Committee at Santa 
Monica is organizing an effort to 
furnish cloth shopping bags to members 
at minimal cost to lower the use of 
plastic bags, which are increasingly 
filling urban dumps. 

Child protection in meetings is 
another new trend among concerns. 
Following incidents of risky behavior 
from both adults and children, several 
meetings have seasoned appropriate 
action, respecting Quaker principles. 
Claremont Meeting has now approved 
a written-out policy. It discusses 
insurance liability, and preventive and 
reporting procedures for any form of 
suspected child abuse. Two adults must 
be present at all times during children’s 
activities. 


Ministry to the oppressed in our 
society continues. Palo Alto and Grass 
Valley Meetings work with local 
organizations to provide food and 
shelter for the homeless, and Santa 
Monica continues its monthly 
sandwich-making. Concerned about 
police abuse of the homeless, San 
Diego Meeting wrote an open letter 
to the Police Department urging them 
not to disturb or unjustifiably arrest 
those without shelter. At Sacramento 
Meeting, prison ministry is especially 
active. Members regularly visit and 
assemble personal-care packets for 
those who are incarcerated. 

Finally, a joyful event. After 
many months of planning and fund- 
raising, Santa Barbara Meeting has 
moved into its new meetinghouse in 
the downtown area. Come and visit: 
2012 Chapala Street, Sundays at 10 
a.m. O 
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Mother Earth: 
* UNCED] Joint Appeal News 
* Caring for Mother Earth 


+ Greening our Religion: Alex 
Wildwood (Quaker Green Concern) 


As. Five Earth-based Spiritualities: 
Richard Cartwright Austin 

° Voices of the Earth: Catherine Keller, Matthew Fox, 
Oliver Sacks, Helen Caldicott, John Seed i 
«* Letters $375 i 


ECOLOGY AND SPIRITUALITY.... 
A NEW FRIENDS BULLETIN 
BOOK PROJECT 


Friends Bulletin has decided to col- 
laborate with EarthLight to produce a 
book about the role of Spirit in the 
environmental movement and our 
ecological awareness. Inspired by 
Marshall Massey, Bob Schutz and Pacific 
Yearly Meeting’s Unity with Nature 
Committee, EarthLight became a 
pioneer in the spiritual ecology move- 
ment and has published articles by 
some of the outstanding writers in this 
field—Mathew Fox, Thomas Berry, Brian 
Swimme, and Jim Corbett, to mention 
only a few. 


We are looking for suggestions about 
material to include in this anthology. 
Please contact us no later than April 15 
with your ideas. To find our more 
about EarthLight, please consult its 
online library at: www.earthlight.org. 
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MEMORIAL MINUTES 


Mary AUTENRIETH 


Mary Esther Hall Autenrieth was 
born in Damascus, OH, to Foster and 
Ruth Heald Hall on December 3,1923. 
She died on June 23, 2005 at Capital 
Manor, Salem, Oregon. 

Mary began her education in the 
one-room Damascus Ohio Friends 
School, attended high school at Olney 
Friends School in Barnesville, OH, where 
she met her husband-to-be in 1939. She 
received a Bachelor’s degree in Biology 
from Wilmington College, Wilmington, 
OH, in 1945. 

Mary and Horace Autenrieth were 
married in Upper Springfield Meeting 
House in Damascus on November 10, 
1945, at the time Horace was serving 
three years as a conscientious objector in 
various Civilian Public Service camps. 
They first lived in Philadelphia, PA, 
where Mary worked in the offices of the 
American Friends Service Committee 
(AFSC) and the National Council 
Against Conscription. 

Mary was an office secretary at lowa 
State College in Ames, Iowa until Horace 
received an agriculture degree in 1948, 
when they moved to a family farm near 
Paullina, [A. Mary was actively involved 
in helping with the farming operation, 
took an active part in Paullina Friends 
Meeting and served as Clerk of Quarterly 
and Iowa Yearly Meeting (Conservative). 
She was a member of the O’Brien County 
Welfare Board and the Iowa State 
University Committee on Home 
Economics Extension. As a devoted 
campaigner for the Equal Rights 
Amendment in Northwest Iowa, she was 
personally disappointed in its failure to 
pass in this crucial state. 

Mary also served as clerk of the Des 
Moines AFSC Regional Office. She 
joined others in witnessing at the Rocky 
Flats Nuclear Bomb Facility. In the 
summer of 1978, Mary accompanied a 
group of AFSC staff people to Thailand, 
Laos, and North and South Vietnam. She 
represented the AFSC’s National Board 
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and the group was inspecting AFSC 
projects and ordering parts and 
equipment for them. 

Mary and Horace were challenged 
and fulfilled by working in the late 1980s 
in the Middle East for three years for the 
AFSC. They lived in Amman, Jordan, as 
Middle East Affairs Representatives. 
They traveled throughout the region 
visiting with people on all sides of the 
Israeli/Palestinian question. They 
represented the only non-governmental 
organization, at the time, that was 
crossing borders to discuss issues of peace 
and justice. They also sent information 
back to Philadelphia as to what they were 
seeing and hearing in the area. 

Mary and Horace enjoyed getting 
acquainted with Pendle Hill, near 
Wallingford, PA, when they were asked 
to spend a winter term there as Friends 
in Residence. 

It was a nice blend of work, fun, and 
beauty when Horace and Mary were 
called to the Honolulu Friends Center to 
be the Resident Couple for that Meeting 
in 1992-93. 

In May of 1995, they moved from 
Iowa to Capital Manor, a life-care 
retirement community with a nearby 
Friends Meeting in Salem, OR. Two of 
Horace’s sisters, Emily Autenrieth Lewis 
and Barbara Autenrieth Thygesen and 
Bent Thygesen also lived there and 
another sister, Norma Autenrieth, lived 
nearby, so Mary felt Oregon was a 
wonderful place to spend the last years of 
her life. 


Mary served on several committees 


of the Salem Friends Meeting and had a- 


special interest in the children’s education. 
Her love and commitment to children was 
evident in her many years of serving as 
the clerk of or on the children’s committee 
at Salem Friends Meeting. She welcomed 
the children into her heart and her lap 
anytime. She was able to make silent 
worship a little less intimidating and safe 
for them because of her warmth and care. 

She stood with Friends/friends in 
downtown Salem to vigil prior to and 
during the Iraq war. She was a volunteer 
peer counselor for Mid-Willamette Valley 
Senior Services. 

Mary had an intense interest in local 
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politics and peace and justice issues. 
Other interests included tennis, flying for 
business and pleasure with the children 
and Horace as pilot in a 4-passenger 
flying club plane, camping, reading, fresh 
flowers and keeping up with her 
friendships. Mary felt that her loving 
partnership of 60 years with Horace, her 
love of their children, and her love of her 
friends have all made her life a delight. 
She is survived by her husband, 
Horace H. Autenrieth of Salem, OR, 
daughter Aline A. Autenrieth of Silver 
Spring, MD, and son, Greg H. 
Autenrieth of Paullina, IA. Her sister, 
Ardith Hall Henderson, of Salem, OH, 
as well as many nieces and nephews and 
great nieces and nephews also survive 


her.O 
SHIRLEY RUTH TWEED 


Shirley was born in St. Clair, MN, 
on May 31, 1927, and moved to San 
Diego, CA, as a young child with her 
parents, Dr Dewey McKinley Parks and 
Ruth Lindemann Parks, and her two 
sisters, Donna and Jean. They settled in 
North Park where Dewey practiced dent- 
istry for many years in an office on Adams 
Ave, and she attended Garfield 
Elementary, Horace Mann Junior High, 
and Our Lady of Peace Academy, 
graduating in 1945. She married her 
childhood sweetheart, George C. Tweed, 
as World War II was drawing to a close, 
and raised three children in La Mesa, CA, 
during the 50s and ’60s. 

She was a deeply intellectual and 
religious person, constantly pursuing a 
personal quest for learning, spiritual truth 
and wisdom throughout her life, which 
ultimately led her from her Lutheran 
upbringing to the Religious Society of 
Friends. She joined the La Jolla (CA) 
Friends Meeting in 1960, and became 
very active in the life of the Meeting, as 
well as in its social concerns regarding 
world peace, nuclear disarmament, and 
human rights. She worked with the 
Congress on Racial Equality (CORE) in 
their efforts to assure voting rights and 
equal housing opportunities, served on 
the board of Directors of the San Diego 
Urban League, was Secretary of the 
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Human Relations Commission of the San 
Diego Council of Churches, and was the 
Peace Education Field Secretary for the 
American Friends Service Committee 
(AFSC) regional office. She worked with 
the Poor People’s Campaign in San 
Diego, was a member of Action in 
Mission, a coalition of ministers, social 
workers, and other concerned persons, 
and helped organize a draft counseling 
referral service for San Diego County 
during the Vietnam war. 

After raising her children, she 
returned to school and obtained her BA 
degree in 1967 from San Diego State 
University with honors and distinction, 
elected to Phi Kappa Phi and Pi Lambda 
Theta, the national honorary associations 
for scholastic and educational achieve- 
ment. She completed requirements for 
her Standard Secondary Teaching 
Credential in 1968, and performed her 
student teaching at La Mesa Junior High 
and Lincoln High School. 

She was divorced after 26 years of 
marriage, and began a new career as an 
educator, writer and social worker in 
Northern California, first as a teacher for 
four years at the John Woolman School, 
a private Quaker secondary school in 
Grass Valley, CA, and then spent thirteen 
years as the editor of Friends Bulletin, a 
monthly magazine of the Pacific, North 
Pacific and Intermountain regions of the 
Religious Society of Friends, in San 
Francisco. While in San Francisco, she 
was active in Bay Area Friends Meetings 
and joined a women’s group for aspiring 
writers. 

She retired in 2001 from her last 
position as a social worker, coordinating 
~ elder services for the frail and infirm with 
the Bernal Heights Neighborhood 
Center, and moved to Nevada City, CA, 
to be near her son and grandchildren, and 
to dedicate her time fully to her lifelong 
avocation of writing. A collection of her 
poetry and essays from this last period in 
her life, entitled “River Rumors: Regional 
Writings from the Gold Country” is being 
readied for private publication and 
distribution to her many family memoirs 
and friends. 

Shirley passed away peacefully on 
Jan. 27th, 2006, in Grass Valley, CA, at 
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the age of 78, due to complications from 
a stroke she had suffered in October of 
2005. She was pre-deceased by her 
daughter Sarah, but is survived by her two 
sons, Douglas Bruce Tweed, of Nevada City, 
CA, and Thomas Parks Tweed, of La Jolla, 
CA, as well as five grandchildren and five 
great-grandchildren, as well as her sister, 
Mrs. Jean Lewis of Broomfield, CO. 
Services were private, and contributions in 
her name in lieu of flowers can be made 
online to the Friends Center of the San 
Diego Peace Resource Center at http:// 
sandiegofriendscenter.org/donate.htm or 
checks can also be sent to: The Peace 
Resource Center, 3850 Westgate 
Place;san Diego, CA’ 92105=Please 
designate for “The Friends Center.” 


EpitH ANNA Haynes 


Born on September 17, 1914, near 
Plainview, NB, Edith Anna Halling was 
raised by Quaker parents on the family 
farm. None of her siblings lived past 2 
years old. She attended a one-room 
country school where she was often the 
only girl. Edith learned early in life the 
satisfaction of reaching her goals, and 
the importance of helping others realize 
their potential. At age 12, she began 
teaching Sunday School and didn’t stop 
until age 82. 

Edith attended high school and 
Nebraska Central College in Central 
City, NB. She worked part-time for the 
college and held a secretarial job for 
Nebraska Yearly Meeting. Here she 
began to develop many strong and 
continuous friendships with traveling 
Friends (Quakers). Following grad- 
uation, she taught elementary school for 
four years and spent a term with the 
American Friends Service Committee 
in a settlement house program in 
Philadelphia, PA. 

Edith moved to California and 
taught six years at a Corona Junior High 
School before moving to Alhambra, 
CA, in 1947. She taught at Alhambra 
High School until her retirement in 
1977. She pioneered team teaching and 
a program for Educationally Hand- 
icapped students, receiving state, 
national, and international recognition. 


Aside from teaching, a common 
thread throughout Edith’s life was her 
compassion and devotion to others. She 
was a direct and forthright advocate on 
issues of criminal justice, juvenile 
justice, death penalty, peace and non- 
violence. 

She was a “super volunteer” with 
Friends Committee on Legislation of 
California. She became the clerk of the 
Southern Regional Committee in 1972 
and served four days a week as volunteer 
field representative for the area from 
1977 to 1987. During this time she also 
held leadership roles with Friends 
Committee on National Legislation 
(Washington). Edith worked to find 
common interests among all people and 
gained respect from others for living her 
convictions. 

At Whittier (CA) First Friends 
Church, Edith taught Sunday School for 
over 30 years and was active in various 
committees. She was named Minister of 
Prison Visiting. After her “retirement” 
from teaching, she organized Children’s 
Peace Camps with the purpose of helping 
children to resolve problems through 
peaceful communication. She also became 
an active advocate of the homeless, 
organizing a shelter program at First 
Friends. 

Edith met Gerald Haynes as a result 
of her work with AFSC and other 
activities in which they shared a common 
interest. They were married on May 17, 
1953, at First Friends Church, and raised 
three children: son Eric, married to Kim 
with grandson Brett in Upland, CA; son 
Roscoe, married to Joanne with grandson 
Matthew in Rensselaer, NY; and daughter 
Shamsi in Alhambra, CA. They fre- 
quently shared their home with people in 
need, for periods of days, weeks, or even 
months. After retirement from teaching, 
Gerald and Edith took breaks from their 
community and church service to visit 
England, France, Switzerland, Japan, 
Kenya, and New Zealand together. Edith 
also was able to visit all 50 states. 

Edith was a 50-year member of the 
American Association of University 
Women and received the Las Distinguidas 
award from them in 1997 for outstanding 
contribution to the community. 
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As an organizer of the Southern 
Prison Alternatives Coalition, Edith 
campaigned for alternative sentencing for 
non-assaultive criminals. Her interest 
and passion for non-violence and peace 
included visiting jails and prisons, 
befriending prisoners, and corresponding 
with them. She was in contact with many 
men on Death Row and had access to 
twelve state prisons and three county jail. 

She lived her last five years in 


CALENDAR ITEMS 


ApriL 21-23: AFSC/SCQM SERVICE 
PRojECT IN VISALIA, CA, with Self Help 
Enterprises and other community based 
organizations in the area. For more info, contact 
Raina Martinez, 980 N. Fair Oaks Ave. 
Pasadena, CA. 91103. 626-791-1978 ext. 132. 
Fax: 626-791-2205. Email: rmartinez@afsc.org. 


JUNE 18-25: QUAKER Camp. Our week for 
friends in 5th-7th grades.and others Quaker 
Center staff 


Juty 14-23: QUAKER SERVICE CAMP. Fun 
through service for friends in the 8th — 10th 
grades.and others. Quaker Center staff. 


Jui 23-30: SENIOR CAMP. Service and a 
program cooperatively designed by participants 
in the 11th—12th grades. Quaker Center, Ben 
Lomond, CA. 


AuG 28 - Sep 4: THE ANNUAL COMMUNITY 
WorKCAmMP. Service, through Spirit, in 
community. David Forbes. Quaker Center, Ben 
Lomond, CA. 


Claremont, CA. Her physical limitations 
kept her from the many social justice 
projects she had been involved in. 

She gave what she could, a cheerful 
loving spirit, to all especially caregivers. 

A memorial service in Whittier 
followed her passing on June 8, 2005. 
Many spoke of the positive influence 
Edith had had on their lives. Many of 
her projects continue at Whittier First 


Friends Church. 0 


CLASSIFIEDS 


Publications 


PENDLE HILL PAMPH- 
LETS are timely essays on 
many facets of Quaker life, 
thought and spirituality, 
readable at one sitting. 
Subscribe to receive six 
pamphlets/year for $20 
(US). Also available: every pamphlet 
published previously by Pendle Hill, 
including recent pamphlets by Marge 
Abbott, Robert Griswold and Steve 
Smith 300-7425 3150% ext)" or 
bookstore@pendlehill.org. 


YOU ARE INVITED TO PARTICIPATE IN THE 
“Our Way Home NATIONAL REUNION 
WEEKEND” IN CASTLEGAR, BC, CANADA 
(163 MILEs FROM SPOKANE, WA), 
Jury 6-9, 2006. 

THIS EVENT WILL MARK THE COURAGEOUS 
LEGACY & HONOUR THE CONTRIBUTION 
MADE TO CANADIAN LIFE BY THE US WAR 
RESISTERS WHO CAME TO CANADA DURING 
THE VIETNAM WAR AS WELL AS DURING 
THE CURRENT IRAQ WAR. 

This event will include workshops, keynote 
presentations, panel-discussions, on-stage 
theatre performances, a film festival and a 
major peace concert. Program includes 
George McGovern, Tom Hayden, 
Michael Lerner, Arun Gandhi, Holly 
Near, Buffey St. Marie, et al. For more 
info, write: P.O. Box 113, Nelson, 
British Columbia V1L 5P7, Canada, or 


email: info@ourwayhomereunion.com. 


Website: http://ourwayhomereunion.com. 


QUAKER LIFE—INFORMING AND EQUIP- 
PING FRIENDS AROUND THE WORLD. Free 
sample available upon request. Join our family of 
Friends for one year (10 issues) at $24. For informa- 
tion contact: 

Quaker Life 

101 Quaker Hill Drive 

Richmond, IN 47374 

Phone: 765-962-7573 

E-mail: QuakerLife@fum.org 


Website: www.fum.org 


VINTAGE Books, Quaker Books. Rare and 
out-of-print journals, history, religion. Contact 
us for specific wants. 181 Hayden Rowe St, 
Hopkinton, MA 01748. Phone: 508-435-3499. 
E-mail: vintage@gis.net. 


VoICES FROM THE SILENCE, by 
Stanford J. Searl, Jr.: This is a book 
about Quaker silent worship in the 
United States and England. Readers 
found it “lyrical, deeply moving”.... “a 
powerful read”... “a must read.” Buy 
directly at 1-888-280-7715 or 
authorhouse.com, click on “Bookstore,” 
put in “Searl” and there’s the book. 


Schools, Retreat Centers, Camps, 
and Retirement Homes 


BEN LOMOND QUAKER CENTER: Personal re- 
treats, family reunions, weddings, retreats, and our 
own schedule of Quaker Programs. Among the 
redwoods, near Santa Cruz, CA. 831-336-8333. 
http://www.quakercenter.org. 


RESIDENTIAL INTERNSHIP IN NON-PROFIT 
ORGANIZATION AT BEN LOMOND QUAKER 
CENTER, a retreat and conference center near 
Santa Cruz, California. One year, beginning 
in August. Great opportunity to grow 
spiritually and work in all areas of this Quaker 
non-profit. Mountains, redwoods, housing, 
stipend, and benefits provided. Singles and 
couples both welcome. Application deadline 
April 1. Call 831/336-8333 or go to 
www.quakercenter.org for more information 
and an application. 


Friends Journal has published 
“Quaker Thought and Life 
™@ Today” for nearly 50 years, suc- 

ceeding periodicals that date 
from the igth century. Learn 
more about Quaker concerns 
and activities through this monthly maga- 
zine. Save 42 percent off the cover price. 
Receive 12 issues (one full year) for only 
$35. Contract: Friends Journal, Dept. FB, 
1216 Arch Strect, 2A, Philadelphia, PA 19197. 
<Info@friendsjournal.org>. 
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For more 
info, 
contact 
National 
War Tax 
Resistance 
Coordinating 
Committee 
PO Box 
150553, 
Brooklyn, 
NY 11215 


Email: nwtrcc@nwtrcc.org 
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FRIENDS BULLETIN 


Two FULL-TIME POSITIONS PROVIDING 
SPIRITUAL LEADERSHIP TO WEsT Coast 
FRIENDS AT BEN LoMonp (CA) QuaKER 
CENTER. Develop workshops; manage staff, 
finances and facilities; fundraise; work closely with 
spirit-led Board. Compensation includes: salary, 
housing, utilities, benefits, glorious coastal 
redwoods. Seeking applications from couples or 
individuals. GLBT & persons of color welcomed. 
Check website to confirm opening, review job 
description, and download application. 
www.quakercenter.org. 
FRIENDS HOUSE Is A MULTI-LEVEL RETIRE- 
MENT COMMUNITY offering independent liv- 
ing apartments and houses, and an assisted care 
living facility. Located in Santa Rosa, Friends 
House is easily accessible to San Francisco, the 
Pacific Coast, redwood forests, and the vine- 
yards of Sonoma and Napa counties. Friends 
House is owned and operated by Friends Asso- 
ciation of Services for the Elderly (FASE), a 
California not-for-profit corporation. The fa- 
cility and Board of Directors are strongly influ- 
enced by Quaker traditions. The welfare and 
growth of persons within an environment which 
stresses independence is highly valued. Tour 
Friends House at our website at 
www.friendshouse.org. Friends House, 684 
Benicia Drive, Santa Rosa, CA 95409. 707- 
538-0152. 
THE WOOLMAN SEMESTER offers Friends 
education to students in grades 11-13 focused 
on the Testimonies of peace, justice and 
stewardship. Students earn a full semester of 
high school credit and log 120 hours of 
community service. Through the challenge of a 
rigorous curriculum, simple living in community 
and service work in Mexico, students gain an 
intrinsic direction for their futures. Academic 
skills, nonviolent activism and self-awareness are 
developed to guide them with integrity. 
Financial Aid and Quaker Scholarships support 
all qualified teens. Visit www.woolman.org or 
contact 530-273-3183. 

RRR 
WILLIAM PENN House & WASHINGTON 
QUAKER WorkKCAmps. Washington, DC. 
Quaker Center on Capitol Hill offering hospitality, 
meeting space and worship. Offering workcamp 
opportunities for youth, peace studies seminars for 
educators, and seminars for all ages. Leadership 
training for Quaker young adults through our 
internship program. All are welcome. 
VWevivrs Vener enn House. org , 
info@WmPennHouse.org. 202-543-5560. 
515 East Capitol St SE, Washington, DC 
20003. 
PosITIONS VACANT: WILLIAM PENN 
House & WASHINGTON QUAKER WoRK- 
CAMPS Washington, DC. Hospitality intern, 
full time. Spring 2006. Register and greet 
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guests, work with workcamps, peace studies 
and international program seminars. Stipend, 
room and board and health insurance. 
www.WmPennHouse.org, 
info@WmPennHouse.org. 202-543-5560. 
515 East Capitol St SE, Washington, DC 
20003. 

ACCOMODATIONS: QUAKER HILL CONFER- 
ENCE CENTER, Richmond, IN, offers over- 
night accommodations for Friends traveling in 
this area. For info and reservations, contact 
QHCC at 765-962-5741, quakerhill@parallax.ws 
or visit our website at www.ghcc.org. 
WELLSPRINGS FRIENDS SCHOOL: alternative, 
accredited high school grades 9-12. Rooted in 
the Quaker spirit of simplicity, community, 
nonviolence, honoring the Light in every per- 
son. Open enrollment. Climate of affirmation. 
3590 W 18th Avenue, Eugene, OR 97402. 541- 
686-1223. FAX: 541-687-1493. Dennis 
Hoerner, Head. 


Services 


JOIN THE FOLKS AT FRIENDLY HorsE ACRES 
FOR A DAY AT A HORSE FARM. All ages wel- 
come. Camps are set up to encourage confi- 
dence in people who are fearful of horses, as 
well as more experienced horse lovers. Learn 
to see the world from the horse’s point of view. 
Visit www.friendlyhorseacres.com. Phone: 
360-825-3628. Email: friendlaverne 
@friendlyhorseacres.com 


Tours and Opportunities 


ConsIDER A Costa Rica Stupy Tour. Visit 
the Quaker community of Monteverde. See the 
cloud forest and two oceans. Write Sarah 
Stuckey, Apdo 46-5655, Monteverde, Costa 
Rica. Phone/FAX: 011-506-645-5436 or 
937-728-9887 or Email: crstudy@racsa.co.cr. 
Website: www.crstudytours.com. 

CONSIDER THE ARIZONA FRIENDS COMMU- 
NITY FOR YOUR NEXT, OR YOUR SECOND, 
HOME. 360 degree mountain views, 4,000 ft 
elevation, often near-perfect weather, among 
good friends. Write Roy Joe and Ruth Stuckey, 
6567 N San Luis Obispo Drive, Douglas, AZ 
85607. Website: arizonafriends.com. 
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QuaKER WRITERS, EDITORS, AND 
PUBLISHERS ARE INVITED TO JOIN QUIP 
(QuaKERS UNITING IN PUBLISHING). An 
international “self help” organization of 
theologically diverse Friends concerned with 
the ministry of the written word. Contact 
Graham Garner at grahamG@fgcquaker.org. 


Website: www.quaker.org/quip. 


FRIENDS PLANNING TO MOVE CAN REQUEST AS- 
SISTANCE FROM Davip BROWN, A QUAKER 
REALTOR. David will refer you to a real estate 
professional to assist you with buying and/or sell- 
ing a home anywhere in the USA. Email: 
Davidhbrown@mindspring.com. 


Concerned Singles 


links compatible, socially conscious singles 
who care about peace, social justice, diversity, gender 
equity, and the health of the planet. 
Nationwide/ Canada, 
All ages. Since 1984, 
FREE SAMPLE: Box 444-FB, 
Lenox Dale, MA 01242 


413-243-4350 or www.concernedsingles.com 


African Summer Workcamps 2006. The 
African Great Lakes Initiative (AGLI) of 
Friends Peace Teams is sponsoring 
international workcamps in Burundi, Kenya, 
Rwanda and Uganda. The two-day pre- 
service training begins on June 23 near 
Washington DC. Workcamps end on July 
29. Workcampers will assist with building 
or rebuilding homes, clinics and/or schools. 
Visit our website at  http:// 
www.aglionline.org or contact Dawn 
Rubbert via dawn@aglionline.org. 


JOIN THE FELLOWSHIP OF QUAKERS IN THE 
ARTS ($25/year), and share your work with 
Friends in our exciting quarterly, Types & 
Shadows. Seeking short fiction & non-fiction, 
poetry, drawings, B&W photos, and news of 
Quaker art. Help create a new chapter in Quaker 
History! More info: FQA, 1515 Cherry St, 
Philadelphia, PA 19102. Email submissions OK. 
<fqa@quaker.org> <www.quaker.org/fqa 


' 


AFSC/INTERMOUNTAIN YM 
JOINT SERVICE PROJECT: 
QUAKER WORK CAMPS FOR TEENS 
AND ADULTS. Spring and fall in Mexico, 


summer with Oglala Lakota. Contact 
Mike Gray. Email: MGray@afsc.org or 
520-907-6321. Website: afsc.org. 


2006 ADVERTISING RATES 


$.47per word for CLASSIFED ADS. Mini- 
mum charge, $9. Box ads: 10% extra. Ads 
should be prepaid, if possible. DEADLINE: 
six weeks prior to publication. DISPLAY 
ADS: $16 per column inch. “4 page ad (4 x 
4%): $97—1 column ad (2% x 10): 
$139—2 column ad (5 x 10): $239—% 
page ad (7%4 x 4%): $169—Full page (7% 
x 10): $299. DISCOUNTS: 10% for 3 con- 
secutive appearances, 25% for 10 consecu- 
tive appearances of ad. 
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New! Sumer Term at Dende Hie 


June 23-—August 5, 2006 


re you one of the many people who want to be part of the Resident 


Program at Pendle Hill, but haven't had time? In response to your requests, : 


we are introducing a six-week Summer Term, June 23-August 5, 2006. 


Join us for the Summer Term and 


enjoy an extended stay on Pendle Hill’s beautiful campus; 

take any (or many) of the nine five-day retreats or three weekend workshops 
we offer during the term, including weaving, yoga, spiritual discernment, 
prayer, songwriting, clay and writing, basic Quakerism, qi gong, Japanese 
paper dyeing, Chinese calligraphy and diversity training for trainers; 

take termlong courses in pottery and/or Quaker faith and practice with our 
resident faculty; 

participate in regular “drop-in” yoga sessions; 

eat nutritious, organic food—fresh from our bountiful summer garden; 
discuss your spiritual journey with a staff consultant for an hour each week; 
share work and prayer life as part of an intergenerational community (the 
Young Adult Leadership Development program is June 18 to August 6); 

use the pool, exercise facilities and library at nearby Swarthmore College; 
enjoy special community events desig ust for the resident community . . 
and more. 


ur summer program provides a rich 


environment for spiritual, mental, 


physical and emotional stretching 


and revitalization. 


You can be as 


relaxed or 


rigorous as 


you choose. 


ee a omnes = 
Bp P HI Contact the registrar today for more 

A ENDLE LE information and an application. 
A QUAKER CENTER FOR STUDY AND CONTEMPLATION Extension 3 at 800.742.3150 (US) 


338 Plush Mill Road - Wallingford, PA 19086 or 610.566.4507 (worldwide) or 
www.pendlehill.org 


email admissions@pendlehill.org 
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